CHAPTER TWO
a lthough I have so often referred to it, I have not yet
Xldescribed the Post. Since it was against this curiously
changing setting that much of what I have to tell took place, I
must paint it for you.
Banked for warmth with six feet of snow blocks all round
(except where the drift had been carefully removed to allow the
light to come in through the windows), its roof and eaves com-
pletely hidden under snow, this wooden house looked from
outside, in winter, for all the world like a square igloo. The
outermost door opened into a winter porch, a lean-to whose
frame was of wood and its walls of snow. Here the coal was
stored; here too a bitch and her puppies lived, sheltered both
from the greater cold outside and—the pups at any rate —
from the ravenous hunger of the other dogs. Through a second
door you entered into an inner porch, itself a permanent part
of the house. This porch was nearly as cold as the first, which
was not a great deal wanner than the open air. Here, hanging
from pegs, you would have seen our outer garments, made of
caribou skin, the snow beaten from them before we took them
off and hung them up. Our boots, too, stood in this porch.
The primitive snow-beater (a-na-oo-tak), with which we beat our
coats as if they were carpets, was here ready to hand. There was
a snow-knife, a shovel, a great broom with which the porch was
dutifully swept after each wind that brought the drift seeping
in. The kindling which I chopped nightly before going to
bed was here, There was a box of rusted tools, there were fox-
traps left by the natives, and that miraculous pea-soup in the
sack, ready to be taken out on my next journey. This porch was
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